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manager in embryo, with a capital of two thousand
pounds under my pillow
I woke up realizing that only half my task was done I
must find a play By whomf By Shaw of course I went
to him again Yes he would do it and ever faithful to his
word, he sat down and wrote "Fanny's First Play " I
went out and bought a lease of the Little Theatre I
appeared in four pieces before "Fanny's First Play"
"The Sentimentalists," by George Meredith, "Farewell
Supper," by Schmtzler, "The Twelve Pound Look," by
Sir James Barrie and Ibsen's "Master Builder " Then
came Shaw's play It ran for two years and a half,
paying its way but making no fortunes for any of us
Shaw is an imp of mischief It is no use the public
hugging its picture of a tyrant, emitting epigrams like
fire blades, for ever wise He can exasperate his friends
with his impishness and then, with a fine gesture, turn
upon you when you protest and say "I'll have the law
on you " It is his favourite retort in time of exasperation
Knowing him is like trying to know the weather But
unless you know his kindness as well, you do not know
Shaw It was his mood, when he finished the play, to
surround it with all kinds of mystery He handed me the
manuscript saying "I have not put my name to it"
He wrote "Do every thing to suggest the play is by
Barrie	You can say with good conscience that the
author's name begins with a capital B "
Never was there such a hopelessly unsuccessful attempt
to hoodwink the public Before twenty lines had been
cast over the footlights, there were whispers of "It's
Shaw Of course it's Shaw "
Within a few weeks, "Fanny's First Play" had gone
beyond the fame of the old Court Theatre audiences
It was Coronation year London was filled with foreign
visitors who had come to celebrate the beginning of the
new Georgian regime We had seen a new king pass
along the Mall, a man in whom the English tradition
shone as splendidly as ever We had seen the new queen,
tall and beautiful, smiling a promise of new years of new

